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So beauteous Helen shines among the rest,
Tall,   slender,   straight,   with   all  the  Graces

blest.

As pines the mountains, or as fields the corn,      50
Or as Thessalian steeds the race adorn;
So rosy-coloured Helen is the pride
Of Lacedemon, and of Greece beside.
Like her no nymph can willing osiers bend
In basket-works,  which painted streaks com-
mend ;                                                            55
With Pallas in the loom she may contend.
But none, ah! none can animate the lyre*
And the mute strings with vocal souls inspire;
Whether the learned Minerva be her theme,
Or chaste Diana bathing in the stream,                60
None can record their heavenly praise HO well
As Helen, in whose eyes ten thousand Cupids

dwell.

O fair, O graceful 1 yet with maids enrolled,
But whom to-morrow's sun   a   matron   shall

behold!

Yet ere to-morrow's sun shall show his head,      65
The dewy paths of meadows we will tread*
For crowns and chaplets to adorn thy head.
Where all shall weep, and wish for thy return,
As bleating lambs their absent mother mourn,
Our noblest maids shall to thy name bequeath    70
The boughs of Lotus, formed into a wreath.
This monument, thy maiden beauties due,
High on a plane-tree shall be hung to view;
On the smooth rind the passenger shall see
Thy name engraved, and worship Helen's tree; 75
Balm, from a silver box distilled around,
Shall all bedew the roots, and scent the sacred

ground.

The balm, 'tis true, can aged plants prolong,
But Helen's name will keep it ever young.